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THANKSGIVING.

O the Aelds thnt gnve thelr hnr-
F estu, Fhoh with whieant ald
rye nnl b,
W luve sung onre songs of pralss
We hinve chmnted onr thanksgiving
Por the oy of merely s ing
Throtigh the tnwny antamn diys
Now, when =inglng vds huve yanish
wd down the shidndng sout liward
LYW
Wihen the frost has cleared the hnre,
Whion the soloe of winter Litsters
Woliore thee grapes e hnng tn vlus
1ers,
SEATE wee ddvoeap to cliverioss [nys?

BT nesw somps for this new sidison,
cabght  from  yomder  sturdy
QTS
Civewn desplie the vear's decline,
Prealse the power thnt now lles hl4
(l!'ll
T ot st by spetngtide Wddden
I onwakes the fe divine,
Amd the ecaptured dew and sunlight
thnt onve Blocmed apon the viee,
NOW trnmsnnnesd it wine,

With tre mmpgde wlabll tnspdee
A few frdends nround the Hre
Where the wurm fomes dunce and
shine!

B the paalm of our Thanksglyving
fur the harvest gathered lu,
For the crowded orih and bin,
Floats across the country pluces,
Over sleepy, snowy spuces,
The lttle white fukes spin
A wsoft covering of wonder, where,
safely folded under,
The new life walls within
For the plowing and the sowing
And another barvest growing
When the soft spring rains begin.

; F only turkey birds were wise they'd read the sporting pages,
Discovering there the secret rare of lengthening out their age
By training down instead of up they'd so reduce their meat
That when Thanksgiving day comes round they'd not be fit to e:
And when the buyer came along to talk with Farmer Jones
He'd say, "Why, I these birds can't buy---they're only skin and bon

S

|
| AN OLD TIME

| THANKSGIVING

An nged Indy recently contribnted to
the Rrookiyn Cltizgen this deseription
of a New England Thauksgiving three
Quariers of o century sgu. when lfe
was shwpler uod sancr than todny:

The house waus chwned from the
roof 1o the cellar the week twefore, ns
Thanksgiving In New Epgland waa 1
preater bollday than Christmas or New
Yenrs and It must e observed by
everybody. The house was 101l of nlew
ofdors.  One day It was mince ple amil
frivd cokes, then It would be sweot
plekles nod election enke, then puig
Kin ples—my sister Persis counted ten
i row-then plom paddding s
Wetlnesduy nleght o chleken ple that
wonld nlmost orowd the top of the
oven and wonld come on to the tilile
noplece of I, 1omenn, wartesl uge
every Bonduay il the nest year, 1t
beld thie plumpest ehbckens and aweet
npple guarters  that  had beon bt
drled, nnd the mwent and grary wete
sweet as the apples, and splees aned
othor goodies, and all In o Brege g
pan, with u ky erost ut top and boe.
tom u quarter of an lneh thick,

To muke that erust Persis gud 1 nad
o brn clenn corneobs In an iron Kot
tie apd guther up the wshes, gl worh.
er pourtd ot water on them, then
steatmad the Hguid and stirted 18 into
sowe burtecinblik, und thar made it Lol
bile nnd tzgle Just ox sodn powndiy s,

Thursday morning we were up bright
nod varly, and mother read u chapter
I the Bibde,  Then we all stood g
white futher prayed for us, und 1 felr
almost Tike erylng, It was so solemn.
but | forgot all over the nice brenkfust
pud the walk of n mile te the church
and the music and the return at voon
1o n dinuer smoking hot on the table.

Mother hud arvunged a party for us
thoat eveniug, but we could not walt
for that. o our weds were bronght
out, und we climbed the long hills with
& group of girla nnd boys and sented
ourselves, lettiug one boy ride with us
on ench side to steer L

The parior was all In order. The
floor wus coversd with white sand
awept Into curves. The woodwork wils
n bright blue, white wash curtalus ai
the windows and & plain stend with
a green halrcloth on Wt ane o lnrge
Hible resting on that. Wix wooden
chalrm nud o st backed rocking chan
vomposed the furnlture of the rooin
BT and formal ax it looked, thut wis
not the plave for party or pirety giiivs
| "The uest room wis for our pledsuce
| Wrouud 1t was large sud rovmy.
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8y JOANNA SINOLE.

HANKBOIVING day was @k
| © moel upon Mies Abby Cullem,
o, but thrifty, io her cot
tnge at the end of the town,
wud ber ouly owar nelghbors, the
bamnw,  Ming Abby, belhg & New Eng:
Lindter, wasn always prepared. ‘The
Beaun,  being  wouthern “Crackers,
nele elefonlly uuprepared In thelr
shiftiess little but. Miss Abby bad n
poml  vegetnble gurden sud a big
vken yard
This Is where the turkey comes In—
i lmmwense gobbler, the monarch of
the place und the pride of Miss Abby,
who had doomed bim (o Thanksgiving
dinner  He grew  fatter and fatter,
und the assorted collection of Bean

"AW' TRERR ME SAT ALL SUMMNRR ON THAT
MRNCM. "

children watched bim hopelessiy whils
they sat astride the division feuce
Hunger shone from their eyes

“They'll be stenlin’ bim pext thing, '
Miss Abby muttered an she threw ovut
the dishwater nnd wrung the dishrag
bercely.

“Maw,"” bawled one uof the twins to
his gaunt, bedraggled mother in the
door, “aln't we golp’ to have oo tur
key? We nin't pever bid no turkey
Iike other folke."

“Yore paw's had mighty pore ek,
hovey He caln’t muke vut to bLuy
turkey. honey,"”

"Wy cain't e, maw?" wulled the
widest wirl,

“Yore pnw's had bad luck.” the dnil
mother voice relterated.  “He'll it us
somnepin’ exteay, bot | dont reckon
it'll be torkey. Turkey meat's uwrul
deur. honey

Miss ALby slammed Into ber houms
with n righteous rattle of stff bine
eallo nnd wn indecorous dispiay of
fiat ankles, Rhe snorted wreathifully:

“Lock! It ne'd bad apy iuck be'd
never have been born.  Hul bew luck
fer than tis wife and children, He's
the Inglest lmage of & man that ever
wore paots—too iazy to oo when
he's called to meain. 1'd see tbat be
never was called if | was ber,"

Miss Abby went to muke her bed.
and from the open window uext the

ATOOD WATCHING THE TUHKEY AND THE
HOUME NEXT DOOI

Benn bouse she could bardly belp
bearing the rewt of the conversation.

“Maw. be's awful big! Wil she eat
him nil berself? Wil it make ber sick,
muw?

“Why, maybe she'll have company,
honey."

“Can't we be company, maw? Why
an't we never company ™

"Wo.olln't "lot any relations upalong

here, .

“Would Misa Abby let us be com:
pany If she knowed we ulv't goin' to
bave no Thanksgiving?' Alss Abby
shut the window with a bang,

“"Taln't ns If he couldn’'t work,” abe
mottered.  “He won't work. Hia gar
den's ull drivit up for lack of a Iittie
witer, npd there be set uil summer on
that beuch! Nothin' short of a° ire
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THE TURKEYS: “Nere's
- THE AXES: *No; here's

bulit ondef bim wonld start him to
Foin', | should think be'd want to see
them young ones with clean faces and
full summicks at least oove in the
year!™

The days flew, and the turkey grew
still fatter und more complneent, he
Beun children ooked more and more
wistful. They sat often on the fence
In the chilly November air, their half
clothed bodies shivering. thelr bare
feet blue with cold. Hut with the
slernnl falth of ehlildhood they watch:
lld the turkey in the hope that some-
:'l:lnu wWould yet give tbem n (oste of

m.

Miss Abby's old mald bhesart grew
Imrl sometimes,  but  hardeped
itlmmﬂll of the lazy tatber and sloven
1y wother,
| Miss Abby bad bad bad luck about
Thanksgiving compuny. Everybody
Wos elsew ere enguged <the  minisier

Treshoms.  She hond no relotives near
Have some one she must, for she had
refused Matiidn Jenkins nvitation on
the ples of having company herself,

The dny before Thonksgiving she
bod found no one and was  woreied
In the cold gray woroing she came oot
to feed the chickens from a yellow
Crock Leld o the ungie of hor nem.
When stie nnd tossed the cornmenl to
the bungry broud she closed the ehick-
o0 yard gate, set down the crock and
stood  watehing the turkey-~nnd the
bouse pext door  Rhe tolded ber thin
arms pacross ber blge eallco chest for
whartuth und In what she saw forgot
how cold It was

Four of the elght Retns bad the
whooplng cough, and thelr thin, =al.
low little faces, cleaner than owual,
were flattened agniust the griwy

SEN WRAFPED NERMELF UF AN MANAGED
TO LIOMT THME KITCHEN FIRR

panes overiooking the chicken yard.
Bhe could bear the wall of the buby
and the coughs of the vlder oues.

“l Just cun't do I." she muttered
apd st last returned to the housse, il
at ease und chilled to the bone.

Bbe plled wood luto the stove till the
kitchen was stifling, but she could vot
get wurms,  Her teeth chattered 1D 0
chill, und o spite of Lot letwonade nnd
Jamalea ginger Miss Abby bad to go
to bed Io the widdle of the aftervovn
with tot futlrons at ber feet apd o
musiard plaster on ber chest.

Bhe fell Into o doxe. broken by vislons
of the hungry little foces pext door.

theimn over soie vegetnblos. 1 will—
long about pight.,” she wuttered aod
fell nto o wtrnnge, wretched sleep.

When she awoke it was olght and
very votd  Pains stnbbed  her ohest
shnrply, ond her bead throbbed diz-
el Then she weemed delirious and
beard the bubblivg of bungry chlldrew,
Then she went completely out of her
hend

Blie cume at lst to berself, weak and
feehie  The Wwdroom was very coid,
but the fever wias gone and the stab-
bing palus  Bhe weapped berselt up
and mnunged to Hght the kitclien tire,
creepiug boek 1o hed 1IN things warm:
ed up  The door of the Benn house
slammed, nnd she beard a child cough,

Wihen the warmth from the Kiteben
filled her room she rose and went out
to get some brenkfast, Bhe had nev-
of felt so wenk In her life. Bhe put on
the cofleepol.

Miss Abby sat eating ber toast with
ber feet In the oven Mmm. Beoan koock-
ed and entered.

“Land sakes! Alr you sick

“Sick! 1 aln't feelln' very npry,”
sald Mins Abby sharply. *1 went to
bed yestiddy afternoon, | feit so siek!™

“We nin't seen you out this mornin',
an' ar it's Thursdny an' Thanksgivio'
we W'poxed you bad bad news that
valled yon away In the night. The
shildron's heen feedin' the benn an' the
turkey -the ones that aln't whoopin' *

*Whut you talkin' about?™ snapped
Mirs Abby. “This i» Thanksgivin'
aln't Y 'm too nick to recollect It"

*1 come to see If | conld do somepin
fer you all. You look mighty peaked.’
anld Mra. Bean, Mixa Abhy shook her
headd, and the woman winx slmost to
the door when Miss Abby recalied her

“Is your map ot benw?" she Degun
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HEY GET IT mmu

And his fumily, the Browns ana the |

Bhe wisbed she hoad at least taken |

o

where we gl the axI”
where the ax gets you!l”
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abruptly, while Mra Rean stared

“Well, then, would be as tet kil that

big turkey for we?'

“Why. sure. he would! You all alr
weak, an' that turkey looks mighty
befty."

“And ean you come over nnd help
me cook Him? Misxs Abby went on.
“1 sball need belp with the rest of the
dinner, too, If | don't feel any =prier'n
1 do now. You can bring the baby una
leave the others with him til dinoer's
ready. Then | wnnt you should fetch
themn nll over and let them ent all the
turkey they ean buld. | don't feel's if
1 could get away with more than ten
' pounds myselt,” she concluded grimiy.
The woman stood still stariig. (00 fs-

| tonished tu express ner gratitude even
| ind ahie known how

“Well” communded Miss Abhy, “If
we don't git on the move dinner won't
be rendy before midumight *

“Yes'm," agreed the woman. letting
herselfl vot of the door.  KBlie sped
| Aeross the sard more quickly than

Miss Abhy hud ever yet seen ner move.
[ 10N ke e n week to clean up

nfter them, and I's enconraging thut

shifthess man” grumbled Miss Abbhy
Then <he heard from the Bean bouses
A yell of Joy that utterly demollshed
her New Eoginnd consclence for the
| U belog nnd sent 4 wartn glow to

the utiermost depths of ber huinan
"benrt.  And she st to work on n din
Lner that was n record Drenker in the
| Bonn experiences

No Buffrageties In Plymouth.
Governor  Wradford  of  Massscha-
| setts specitied  that, “besides water-
!luwi. et was A great store of wild

tnrkey=" for their trst Thanksgiving
feant, 121, by which It Is plamn toat
OUr sncestors Inaugurnted the custom
of the turkey vn Tbanksgiving day.
But chefs  were not sumerous In
Plymouth  The tiret fenst, at which
| there were Afty tive white mes aond
ninety Indinie, wus prepared by “toar
women, one servant and a few makies
kins.” Poor women! How they wmnst
u;:;: sighed for their day of emnuoripa-
tion!

Hymn of Thanksgiving.
We thank thee, U Faiber, tor ai that i
oright—
The m»u: af the day and the stars of the

nigh
The Nowers of our youth and Ihe fruits of
our prime
| And blessings e er marching the pathway
ul Lime,

We thank thee, O Father, for all that
arear—

The sob of the tempest, the fow of the
tear—

For never In blindness and never in vaia

Thy merey permitied n sOrfuw oF pin

We thank thes, O Father, for song and
for teast, L

The harvest that glowed and the wealtn
that increased,

For never a bleast encomp d thy
chiln

But thou in thy mercy looked downward
und smiled

We thank thee, O Father of all, for the
power

Of alding each other in life's darkest nour,

The generous neart and the bountiful nand

And all the soul belp thsl sau souls uns
durstand

We thank thee, O Father, for days yet to

e,
For hopes that our future will call us to
thee,

That all our eternity may form through
thy love

One Thanksgiving day in the mansions
above.

=Will Carleton

Whan the Hen s Bafe,

“This.” remnarked Mrs Hen, “as she
flew up on to Mr Turkey's back, “is
my happy day. 18 Thanksgiving, you
know.,  What have | to give thanks
for? Oh, severnl things, thank you.
On nlpumt any otber duy In the year
1 um Uoble w ger the ux, and when L
do get 1t | won't worry wbether my

hoad's on straight. Bur my worry
comes from mnot knowing just when
the ax may fall. There are BG5S daye
in the year. Thanksgiving Is the ouly
day when | um lmmane, My large and
lgvely rival, Mr* Turkey, who wcorns
me In the barngard, s underueath my
feet today’am yoti ‘ean wee with the
suked eyes. Tata. Mr. Turkey; | sow

:be fariner coming with bis asx.”
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